Nikki, 



I sent you a book from on Amazon, it is called "A General Theory of Love". I might have mentioned it in passing 
before, but if you haven't read it yet I'd like to believe you may find some of the insights to be beneficial. 

Since early this year I did a lot of introspection and self-reflection. I finally realized all I really ever wanted back in 
April of last year was to visit you in Poulsbo/Seattle and have one perfect day. In my mind I wasn't looking for a 
girlfriend, nor a date. I didn't envision you as my soulmate or future wife, nor did I believe that you were looking for 
someone like me. I thought we would meet, have a wonderful time, and then part ways. I would have wanted to 
continue to write to you afterwards, here and there, and we might have even ended up helping each other with 
emotional issues and just to be there to have someone to talk with about things like that. A sort of mutual support 
via writing. I figured out by then that the sort of places you wanted to travel/vacation to weren't really on the top of 
my list, and you didn't seem that keen to visit places that I loved, such as DisneyWorld, so I wasn't sure you would 
want to go on a full-blown vacation or trip with me... but I really still wanted to meet you and have a perfect day 
together. It was never about sex, dating, kissing, or even hand holding... (I'm not like that) but just to be so full of 
happiness and that sort of intensity of wonderment, uncontrollable laughter and uncontainable joyful giddiness 
overflowing past the brim, and to be overwhelmed and inundated by such exhilaration, a day where we can each be 
our true selves, cast away the hesitations and reservations and to be able to for just one day express who we really 
are. A sort of understanding of the human condition and to look past it, to choose to carry oneself with childlike 
innocence and all the openness that comes along with it. To just imagine and pretend for a day that that was who 
we really were. Would it have been fake? Is it really who I am? I don't know. Probably not. But perhaps it is who I 
aspire to be. And I know I wanted to live out something like that, even if only for a single day. And I had truly 
thought that it might have been something you would have wanted to experience as well. I also imagined asking 
you about the man of your dreams and to take the time to really go in depth about it later on in the day, to be able 
to really listen and be interested in what you had to say and how you would portray him, not out of some sense of 
wishing I were him, but being so rather fond of your description of him and finding it so endearing to hear about 
your story, your hopes and dreams. And I wanted to discuss all of that with you and more, I wanted to console you, 
to comfort you, to share insights that might have been valuable to you, and to in some small way share my own 
experiences in hopes of inspiring you to keep waiting for the right one. I would have wanted to know what made 
you tick and the inner riches of your heart's desire, and in return I would have shared with you my own 
vulnerabilities, and it wouldn't have mattered that we weren't what each other were looking for. I would have 
welcomed a moment like that, that sort of detached involvement, vicarious empathy, existential intimacy and that 
sort of mutual knowing. From dawn to dust, to have really shared a perfect day like that with you, without 
expectation. 

I suppose I just wanted to know what it felt like to experience something like that. To be perfect for a day. And from 
what we wrote and shared, I had felt that you would have been open to something like that or might even have 




wanted something like that. I probably should have communicated everything more clearly. Perhaps you had 
different expectations or understandings. All I know is that back then I genuinely wanted an experience like that, and 
felt genuinely disappointed went I felt you had second thoughts, when you gave counter-indications and when you 
didn't seem as enthusiastic about it as I was. It was a waste of time because what would have been the point to meet 
you at the coffee shop and you being cold, hesitant, reluctant, and assessing me? (as if like it were a first date?) I 
could have been patient and met you, what is two weeks after all in the grand scheme of things? But it wouldn't 
have been what I wanted or expected, and meeting you under your terms would have made it all the more 
disappointing to me, like a real-life slap in the face. You probably thought I was trying to cut in line, to jump to the 
end and not earn it with you. But it really wasn't like that. People who have been married for decades and perfectly 
in love CAN'T have a day like the sort I envisioned because they knew each other too well already. Yes I wanted you 
to trust me absolutely and completely open up to me, but only for a day. And in return I would have done the same 
towards you. I didn't see anything wrong with that, but if you had felt that would have been disloyal to the man you 
wanted to end up with, you could have told me. When I realized I was in a losing position of not being able to get 
what I wanted no matter what I did or did not do. That is what was so disappointing. That is what I meant by waste 
of time. Sure trust is earned over time, but I wasn't asking for forever, I wasn't even asking for anything. What I 
wanted was totally different, and if after that day we both mutually wanted to do it again, and if something ever 
came out of it, then that is great and that is fine, but I didn't want the expectation of that to be looming over 
everything that happened that day, to be tainted in that way, I wasn't going to assess you and didn't wish to be 
assessed, I wanted to remove all those external contingencies and to finally meet just as two people who decided to 
share a perfect day with one another. That is what I really wanted last April. Maybe I was naive, but it is what I 
wanted. I'm sorry I wasn't clear, and I'm sorry it wasn't what you had in mind. 

I'm not making any more trips to Washington state (there was only ever one reason for me to visit Seattle) so don't 
worry about that, but in late April of this year I still want to send you the Canon 35mm fl.4 lens that I mentioned, if 
you don't want it then just simply refuse the shipment and I'll use it myself for wedding photography or something. 
Just in case no one else ever tells you something like this and really mean it, I just wanted to say I know you are a 
very lovely person and I hope you can find it within yourself to live a life full of love and happiness no matter what 
happens or doesn't happen. Although I don't expect you to, I still wish to state that you are always welcome to 
contact me in the future, for any reason or no reason at all. 

I'm sorry I bothered you with everything and got carried away. I'll stop. 

Bo 
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